Complicity 


Author: groupie 
Bands: Guns N Roses 


Characters: Axl Rose, Slash, Duff McKagan, Izzy Stradlin, Steven Adler, Matt Sorum, Gilby Clarke, Dizzy 
Reed 


Relationships: V/A 
Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Het] 


Updated: Sun Jul 17 2005 04:I:51 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Rise and Shine 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first fic and please review as much as you canl'd mean the world to mel! 


COMPLICITY 
Chapter One 


The phone rang. | moaned angrily, not wanting to believe what was just happening to me. But it was real. The 
fucking phone was still ringing. It was all real. Shit. thought and opened my eyes. | could hear Michelle crying 
from her room. 

‘Mooooommmmmmyyyy! Make it stoooooooopp!!!" 


| rolled my eyes and put myself in a sitting position. | blinked several times to wake up and stood up. 


"Okay, okay I'm coming for Christ's sake!" | yelled as | picked up the wireless telephone that laid on my desk 


| hissed, "Yeap?" and waited for a reply. | wanted to know who had the nerves to wake me at this hour. It was 


past one am. and | had to get up at six am. That was five fucking hours from now. 


"Roxanne?" a female voice shivered. | found it familiar but couldn't remember who it belonged to. It was way 


too late at night for my brain cells to start working properly again 
"Who the fuck is this?" | replied, trying to sound calm. 


It's Renee," the voice answered. | frowned. What the fuck was she calling me for at this hour? Did she even 


know what time it was? 
"Hey. What's wrong?" | asked, my mood changing from very bad to a bit better. 


'|.'m.so sorry for bothering you..but..do you happen to know where Slash is?" she asked with concern and 


sadness in her voice. 


| personally felt sorry for her. | didn't know exactly where he was, but | knew that he was probably in a hotel, 
banging his sixth chick in two hours, with 4 bottles of Jack Daniel's in his stomach and a whole lotta heroin in 
his veins. | knew him all too well. Right now, he needed some serious help. But not with the drugs and the 
booze. He tried to work that problem out so many freaking times that | gave up on that one. What he needed 
help with was that his above average sexual appetite was slowly turning into a real addiction. And it all began 


shortly after he got married to Renee. Not that it was her fault. How could it be? 


She was one of the best looking girls | had ever met and was a really great person and she was mad about 


him. But although he loved her, | don't think he was ready to get married. Not yet, at least. 
"Roxie?" 
"Yeap?" | snapped out of my thoughts and tried to remember what she had asked me. 


"So, any ideas? l'm really freaking out here, you know? | mean, he said he was at the studio recording some 
shit with the guys and that he'd be home by 10. He promised. He said they wouldn't go to a bar or anything. 
Where the hell is he?" she asked, her voice trembling. | knew that she was going to cry. | bit my lower lip. 


| felt guilty, because everybody seemed to know but her. Everybody knew that he was fucking at least I0 girls 
pro night, almost every night! knew that she was going to find it out the hard way one day. And it made me 
feel guilty that | knew what he was doing and she was so worried about him. She probably thought that 
something had happened to him. She never even thought about the possibility that he was cheating on her. She 


was too darn blind to see it. 


| sighed. | could already hear her sobbing quietly. 


"Renee, l'm sure everything's alright: They're probably up to their eyes in their work and he probably just lost 
track of time. | mean, you know him," | said and chuckled a bit on my remark, although | didn't find it very 
funny. | did it just to make her feel better. 

"You..sure®" she said, gasping for breath between her sobs. 

"Positive," | said and smiled. 

"Okay. Thanks Rox. You're really the best. Sorry for calling so late," she said. 


"No problem. Anytime," | replied and sighed. 


"Well, good night then And say hello to Michelle for me, | mean, when she wakes up. Bye. Thanks again," she 
said. 


"Bye," | said and hung up. | stared at the phone in my hand for some time until | snapped out of it and put it 
back on my desk. 


| quietly tiptoed to Michelle's door and opened it. She was sleeping peacefully in her tinny bea, her little thumb 
in her mouth. | felt a sudden rush of love for my baby girl and smiled softly in the dark. | closed the door as 
quietly as | could and went back to my bedroom. | dived in my king sized bed and fell asleep the very second 
my head hit the pillow. 


xE% 
The phone rang. Again.. 


"Noooo!" | moaned loudly and opened my eyes. | looked at my wrist watch and realized in pure horror that it 


was past 4 am. 
"What sick fuck could be calling me at this fucking hour??ll" | hissed and grabbed the phone. 


‘Mooommmmyyylll" Michelle cried from her room and | felt really sorry for her. | mean, poor kid. | felt 


another rage attack coming. 


"I know sweetie, | know. Mommy's going to fucking kill someone!" | yelled back and bit my tongue when | realized 
that | had just cursed in the presence of my four-year old daughter. 


‘Mommy, mommy, you said THE F-WORDI!" Michelle cried in sleepy amazement and was soon glaring at me 
from her doorway, her curly hair covering her face. | couldn't believe this. Why? Whhhyyy?!! Why was this 


happening to me? 


"Hello?!" | practically yelled at the phone. 


"Jesus Rox, ya don't have to fucking yell," the voice on the other side replied. 

| recognized it instantly. It was none other than Slash himself. 

My jaw almost dropped to the floor. What the fuck was this? First Renee calls at | am. and Slash at 4 am. 
And | was supposed to get up at fucking 6 ami! | frowned and opened my mouth to say something..but didn't 
know what | was supposed to say. 


"Roxie? You asleep?" Slash asked as | was staring at my reflection in the mirror on my desk. 


"What the fuck is this?" | screamed at the phone and felt a sudden urge to do exactly the same thing Axl did 


with his phone in the "Patience" video. 


Michelle opened her mouth wide and stared at me with disbelief. | felt like punching myself in the face but | 
don't think that would have made my daughter feel any better. 


‘lm sorry Sweetheart, mommy's upset," | said to her and waited for a reply from Slash. 


"Who are you talking to?" Slash asked with his drowsy drunken voice. | could almost smell the liquor on his 


breath. 

"Michelle! You just woke her up! Do you even know what time it is?" | yelled. 
Michelle was sucking her thumb and looking at me with her chocolate eyes. 
"Sweetie, go back to bed. Mommy's on the phone," | said to her and smiled softly. 


She nodded and disappeared behind the closed door of her small bedroom. | looked through the window of my 
small Sunset Blvd flat and grabbed a Marlboro from my purse. | lit it and inhaled deeply. 


"Rox..you there? Look | need help..l'm in serious shit," he whispered. 


"Yeah, l'm listening," | said and exhaled. The street was almost empty. | was surprised to see anyone there. | 
could hear voices coming from the street and saw little groups of teens and people my age returning from a 
one hell of a night out, drunk, stoned and happy. | smiled at them. Four years ago, | was one of those people. 
Drunk, stoned, laid, happy and free. But then | got Michelle and had to find a better job than babysitting and 
working half time at Burger King or the news stand. 


"Right now, I'm holding my second bottle of Jack in my right hand and my 30th cigarette in my left hand. And 
the ninth girl is sleeping right next to me. There are used needles and used condoms on the floor, | don't have 
a fucking watch ‘cause on of those bitches stole it and Renee is probably going nuts," he said and started 
breathing heavily. 


"You got that right," | said. "Where the hell are you, anyway?" 


"At the Ambassador, in room 129. Look, could you just come over, please?" he asked and | would have smiled if 


| wasn't so pissed at that very moment. 


“Sure, I'll be there as soon as | can. Just make sure that the girl ain't still beside you when | get there. Okay?" 
| asked with a grin and inhaled. 


"Sure. Bye Rox," he said. 

| sighed. It's been like, what? Eight years since 23rd August, 198b when | saw them perform at The 
Whisky..Eight years since | saw HIM for the first time. And now, | was holding my wireless phone in my right 
hand, and my cigarette in my left hand, with him on the other side, asking for my help. 


Since that night, almost eight years ago, we have been through a whole lotta shit together. And | couldn't let 


him down this time. | mean, what were best friends for? 
And with that thought, | whispered in Michelle's ear that'd I'd be back soon, got dressed, put my shit in my 
purse and grabbed my coat. | put on my Converse sneakers and tiptoed to the door. | closed the doors behind 


me and locked them, just in case. 


It was a windy January dawn, with the Los Angeles sun starting to rise slowly. | inhaled my cigarette and 


threw it on the sidewalk. 

"Taxi!" | yelled and got into the first cab that pulled over. 

"The Ambassador Hotel, please." | gave the cab driver the instructions and closed the door. 
20 minutes later | was already running towards the door of the famous Ambassador Hotel. 


"This is going to be a long night, or should | say day.Really whatever," | said to myself and entered the hotel. 


Room 129 


Chapter Two 


A second after | had entered the hotel, | was already running towards the elevator. | was just about to push 
the button when two things happened. First, the receptionist girl ran after me calling, "Miss!Miss!", and two, | 
realized that | didn't even know where | was going. | turned around to face the receptionist girl, who was all red 


in the face. 


‘lm sorry Miss, but you can't just run in here at four in the morning," she said as she was gasping for 


breath. | did the same myself. 


"Look, you don't understand. A friend of mine is staying here for the night and he called me and asked me to 


come over," | said, pulling my red Marlboro from my purse. 


"No smoking in the lobby," the receptionist girl warned me and continued, "What is the name of this friend of 
yours? I'd be more than happy to check it for you." 


| nodded and followed her to the reception desk. 
"Let's see," the girl typed something in her computer and looked up at me. "Name?" she asked. 


"Ahm, MrHudson Saul Hudson," | said and put my cigarette back in my red Marlboro pack. The girl typed his 
name in and pressed a couple of buttons. | stared at her impatiently. She looked up at me again with a smile on 


her face. 
"Room 129," she said and gave me a tired smile. | felt sorry for her. | mean, at work at four am.? 


| thanked her and ran towards the elevators again. This time | pushed the button and suddenly felt a pain in 
the stomach. You could say | was nervous, because | hadn't seen him since 2bth September 1993 when Duff 
had invited me on his first show in Webster Hall in New York! left Michelle at a friend's house ‘cause she also 
has twins the same age as Michelle. 

They were both a bit pissed on Steven ‘cause they had paid him a 25 million dollar settlement just two days 
ago. And Axl testified against him in August, a month after the Illusion tour had ended. 

Slash joined Duff on "H's so easy" and then sneaked me out in the back stage where | got drunk for the first 


time in a year. 


| pressed the "2nd floor" button and leaned on the wall. As soon as the door automatically opened | started 
running through the hallway, searching for room ‘124. 


Thirty seconds later, | was standing outside of room ‘2%. | felt a strong urge to just turn around and go home, 


but my legs wouldn't listen. | suddenly found myself saying, "Why bother?" 


That was my sanity speaking. Really,why bother? The ass hole wakes both your kid and you up at four in the 
morning, just to annoy you with his problems. And those problems weren't such a big a deal. He was slowly 
turning into a sex addict, his marriage was not in its best condition, the band was falling apart and shit, but 
who the fuck did he think he was? He, a rockstar with a whole load of money and more cigarettes, drugs and 


booze than he could possibly dream of, all the women he wanted, was complaining about something? 


And what was | supposed to do? | worked my ass off every day at that stupid law firm, working as a 
secretary for some stupid motherfucker who couldn't zip his pants when he left the toilette and couldn't also 
keep his hands of my ass. From 7 am. until 8 p.m, five days in a week, working my ass off, doing a job | hate, 
getting a good for nothing paycheck and for what? To listen to his problems? 


That was my sanity speaking. Or maybe the fact that | slept for four hours tonight was having a say too. 
Anyway, | felt like turning around and walking away, back to my small flat, back to sleep, although | would have 
30 minutes tops before | had to wake up. My life was just so fucking perfect. 


But then, | felt a little pain in my chest. A lump in my throat. And then | remembered, clearly, that hot 
August night when | had seen him for the first time. And then, memories slowly started coming to me. And so 
did tears. | felt a small ache in my chest and suddenly felt horrible disgust for myself. What the fuck was | 


thinking? He needed me and | sure needed a friend right now too. 


Still feeling the pain in my chest | turned around, took a deep breath and knocked on the door. 
eK 


There was no reply. | knocked again and after about IO seconds | heard someone mumbling and cursing. | rolled 


my eyes and wiped my tears. | heard a bump and a painful moan. 


"Motherfucker," | heard him yell and kick something. Probably a beer can or something. | could hear his heavy 
breathing as he was trying to unlock the door. 


Eventually,he succeeded and opened them wide. The scent of cigarettes, booze, oranges and sex slapped me in 


the face. | inhaled the smell and made an expression of pure disgust. 

"Gee,what a face," Slash said with a wide drunken grin and hugged me tightly. | could barely breathe but 
couldn't find the strength to escape from his strong drunken grip to my freedom and some oxygen. | hugged 
him back. 

“Slash..Slash..," | gasped for air. 


"Yes?" he asked me with a wide grin on his face. 


"|.can't..breathe.."| said, choking. 


"Oh..." he said as he released me from his grip and | started breathing heavily. He laughed. 


“Sorry Rox. I'm drunk," he said and gave me a big smile. | looked at him seriously but couldn't help it. | mean, 
with that look, when you could even see his drunken face clearly, you couldn't stop your self. | know | couldn't. | 


started laughing and couldn't stop for a while. 


"No shit," | said and gave him a kiss on the cheek. He opened the door again so | could come in. He was in his 
boxers and was holding a cigarette in his right hand. He was chewing a gum and he offered me one. | put it in 


my mouth and started chewing it nervously. 


"So how's life?" he asked me and inhaled. He closed the door only to find me staring at him with a murderous 


glance. 


"You can't be serious," | said to him, not wanting to believe what he had just said. | mean, the idiot wakes me 


up at four am. and then asks me "How's it going?" 


Thank God, it didn't take him long to get the message. | mean, my face probably said it all. He opened his eyes 


wide and then smiled uneasily. He looked down 
"Sorry. That was stupid," he said and inhaled his cigarette. | nodded. 


"So, what's the big problem?" | asked him. He threw himself on the bed and took a sip from his half empty 
Jack Daniel's bottle. | sat on the bed next to him and drank some of his Jack. 


"Look at me," he said and so | did. He looked totally wasted. | concentrated on his arms to find needle marks but 
couldn't see anything. His face was pale and lifeless, his lips were bruised, and his eyes red and watery. 


"Where did you shoot it?" | asked him. At first he stared at me as if he didn't have the slightest idea what | 
was talking about but then looked down He removed some of his hair from his face and pointed at the needle 


marks under his left ear, where the vein was. | sighed and pulled out a cigarette. | lit it and inhaled deeply. 
"You know that they film us in concert. Axl would fire my ass the second he saw any stinging marks," he said. 


That was true. Slash was in rehab in 1990, while they were recording the Illusion twins. Steve tried to quit in 
1990 as well. He tried it for three times until Axl couldn't tolerate his addiction anymore. And then Steve got 


fired. That was a bad time for Slash and when the lawsuit came it was even worse. 


Slash stayed clean for five months and when the tour began he returned to cocaine. And when the tour was 
over he was back on good old heroin. But this time he was very careful. He knew that if Axl ever found out, 


he'd freak out. And fire and sue his ass. 


Duff knew. Gilby knew. Matt knew. They weren't saints themselves, especially Duff, who was a serious alcoholic. 
Gilby would have a drink here and there and Matt would stick to joints and cocaine. But Duff was a problem. 


Too much cocaine and way too much Vodka. 
"The reason | called you is that | wanna stop this," Slash said and looked at me with a painful grimace. | sighed. 


"The booze, the drugs, too much sex..! just wanna smoke and rock n' roll. Everything else is just too fucking 


much right now." 
| stared at the ceiling. | didn't know what to say to him except that he was right. 


"And Renee..| don't wanna hurt her. | know | do all the time but it's not like | fucking want to. | never wanted to 
hurt you either," he said to me and | looked at him. 


"But you did, you know. Three fucking years Slash. Three. | had to put up with your shit for three 
motherfucking years until | said STOP. And two months later | found out that | was pregnant," | said and inhaled 


my cigarette. 
"But she's not mine, right?" he asked me, although he knew what I'd say. 


"No," | replied and looked at the ceiling again. | was a hundred percent sure he wasn't the father when | held 
Michelle in my arms for the first time. Her hair was curly and her eyes were dark brown, but she was white 
as snow. And he was pale as well but when the summer came, his skin was really dark. And then you could 
really tell that his mom was black. 


But now, as Michelle was getting older, she started reminding me of him a bit. The way her hair fell all over 
her face, like a dark curtain, the way his hair did all the time. But | was almost sure it was the other guy | 

went on a date with shortly after Slash and | broke up. And his dad was black So, he was the father. | mean, 
the fucking dates matched 


With that thought | inhaled my cigarette deeply and scratched my left nostril. | checked if my nose ring was 
still on its place and turned my head to my right, where Slash was lying on the bed. 


He was asleep. 


The Whisky Gig 


Author's Notes: 
If some of you are hoping for a slash fiction you've got another thing coming. All of this is a product of my 
imaginationGuns N' Roses had indeed performed at the Whisky A Go Go on 23rd August 198b, but | wasn't at 


the gig so nothing | have written about it is supposed to be true. Please don't sue me. 


Chapter Three 
23rd August 198b 
"Hey lz, got some left?" | hear a blond haired guy standing on my right say. 


| turn to my right, to see who he's talking to. A short brunette with a guitar case in his left hand smiles and 
nods his head as he approaches the blonde. He takes something from his ripped jeans and starts counting it. 


"Yeah, we've got five of them left. | told Axl I've sold them all, but fuck." he says and grins. 


The blonde laughs and gives him a ten dollar bill. The brunette smiles at the ten dollar bill in his right hand and 
puts it in his pocket. 


"Four to go," | hear the brunette say. 

| inhale my Lucky Strike and look at him with interest as he disappears behind a really fat bold dude. | turn 
around and sigh. I've been standing here on the sidewalk for like, what? Twenty minutes? | knew this was a bad 
idea. | mean, this was my first night out ever since | moved from San Antonio and | didn't know anyone here 
except my 29 year old aunt. What was | expecting? To make new friends and shit? Really Rox, no one could be 


THAT stupid and naive. 


| turn around and start walking when | bump into the short brunette. | feel a sharp pain in my forehead and 


suddenly find myself on the floor. 
"Fucking..." | say, with my hand on my forehead, trying to get up. 

"Motherfucker!" | hear the brunette hiss as he got up and collected the coins that fell from his pocket 
"Shit! Did | hurt you?" He asks as he takes my hand and pulls me up on my legs. 


"IFs okay. | think," | sigh and shake my head. He looks worried He sweeps the imaginary dust off my Black 
Sabbath shirt and | frown. 


"Don't fucking touch mel" | yell and bite my lip. 
"Sorry, I'm just.My head hurts," | continue and give him a weak smile. He nods and smiles. 
"Real sorry. My name's Izzy," he says and offers me his hand. | give him a handshake and grin widely. 


"Roxie," | say to him and throw my cigarette on the sidewalk. | squash it with my Converse sneaker and look at 
him. 


"So, you new here?" he asks and pulls out his Marlboro Lights pack. He offers me one and | take it. | smile in 
gratitude. 


"Ahm, yeah. Moved here a month ago. From Texas," | add and put the cigarette between my lips. 
"Yeah, it figures. You've got an accent. So, got one more left," he says with a grin. 
"What?" | ask. 


"Ticket. Ahm, my band's performing here at the Whisky tonight. Maybe you've heard of us, ahm, does Guns N' 


Roses ring a bell?" he asks and looks at me with expectation. 


"Ahm, cool name, but, ah, no. But, hey, I'm new here, so what do | know?" | ask with a grin. He smiles and 


shows me the ticket. 
"LA's hottest band with their own record deal," | read. 


| look up at him with a smile, noticing that the particular line was obviously added. You could see the 


handwriting. 

"Ahm, that..was..ahm..written by our singer, Axl," he says, blushing. 

"How many tickets were there?" | ask, my smile growing larger with every second. 
"Ahm, fifty?" he says and scratches his ear. | laugh and shake my head. 


"So, what you're saying is that this singer of yours actually wrote that on every fucking ticket?" | ask and 
light my cigarette. He laughs and sighs. 


"Yeah. He did just that," he says and smiles. 


"How much is it?" | ask and inhale. 


"Ten dollars," he declares. He was as tall as | was. | smile and hand him over two five's. He counts them and 


smiles happily. 


"Thanks. There goes the last one. Tell you what? Why don't you come back stage after the show's over? Just 
tell the security guy that you know Jeffrey!" he says and nods. | smile, confused. 


"Gee, thanks. But, who's Jeffrey?" | ask 

"Ahm, | am. Nobody calls me that, so he'll know you're not lying," he explains and grins. 
"So, see ya after the show. Byel" he says and walks away. 

"See yal" | yell after him and smile. 


"That was cool," | think to myself and look at my watch. The show is supposed to start at nine and it's twenty 


to nine now. | nod and throw my Marlboro on the floor. 


| glare at a leggy blonde girl standing next to me and turn my gaze quickly. | look at the door, then at my 
watch again and decide to go in. 


The smell of cigarettes and alcohol blows in my face and almost knocks me over. | blink and rub my eyes. Then 
| cough. Jesus what a stench. Fuck. | rub my eyes again and start looking for a free seat. | spy one at the bar 
and sit. The girl at the bar looks about my age, maybe older. She's got blond hair and a see through white top. 
| pull a cigarette out of my Lucky Strike pack and put it between my lips. A guy next to my pulls out a lighter 
and offers to light my cigarette. | lean towards him and inhale my cigarette as he lights it. He then smiles at 
me and licks his lips. And then gives me a wink. | raise an eyebrow and turn my head to the girl at the bar 
again. Yuck. A pedophile. The girl smirks and asks me if | want a drink. 


"Ahm..Jack Daniel's. With ice," | say. 


The girl looks at me carefully and smiles. Yeah, | bet she's about seventeen and tells everyone she's 22. We 
understand each other, because | do the same. | stare back at her and smile. She nods and shakes her head as 
she starts pouring the Jack in the little glass. She puts two ice cubes in and shakes it. She puts it on the bar 
and gives me a wink. 


"That would be $3.27," she says and returns the bottle on its place. 
| pull out a five and give it to her. 


"Keep the change," | say and turn around on my stool. Now | can see the stage. | decide to sit a bit closer to it 
and so | sit at the nearest table to the stage that | can find. At about ten to nine people start coming in. Loads 
of people. At least thirty of them at once. | shake my head in disbelief as | hear some of them saying, "Oh my 
God, Guns N' fucking Roses!" 


Boy.. They really gotta be something since the crowd's totally euphoric. At about nine they start screaming 
and clapping. Yes, clapping. 


| raise an eyebrow and inhale my Lucky. 
"Guns! N"! Roses!" | hear the crowd scream as the lights turn off. 


| see shadows of five guys coming on the stage and taking their places. Then another guy comes and takes the 
mike in his hands. 


"Hey ya'll fuckers suck on this! Guns N' fucking Roses ya'll!" he yells and the crowd goes mad. 


A roadie. | stand up and start cheering myself. Suddenly, | hear the drums and then the heavy guitar riff and 
then- LIGHTS ON! 


First | notice a fiery red haired guy with sun glasses and a police hat on, topless in black leather pants and 
grey cowboy boots jumping around the curly haired guitar player. | notice Izzy banging his head next to a cute 
blonde with a white Fender bass guitar. 


Loaded lke a freight train, flying lke an aeroplane..Feeling like a space brain one more time fonight..Look out! Say Im 


a west coast struttin, one fat momma, got a rattle snake suitcase under my arm.. 
| grin. | like this shit and start banging my head. Then | eye the blond haired drummer. 
| notice three girls in leather pants jumping next to me. 


| smile and inhale my cigarette. The red haired takes of his sunglasses and looks at me with his grey-green 
eyes. But just for a second and then starts running round the stage again. 


| concentrate on the curly haired guitar player and notice how his torso looks really hot. He's got to fucking 
work out. | lick my lips as | stare at him in amusement. | can't see his face from all the hair. Bet he's ugly if 


he hides his face like that. But | do like the top hat though. 


The blond bass player grins at the girls next to me and they suddenly pull up their shirts and reveal their tits. 
| stare at them with an eyebrow up. The three girls start singing the main verse along with the singer and 
bass player. | notice that one has "Guns" written across her chest, the other one has an "N" and the third 
has "Roses" written across her chest. | laugh and notice the red haired singer staring at the three girls with a 


huge smile on his face. 


| start jumping along with half the people in the Whisky while the others scream and bang their heads. After 
about half a minute the singer starts screaming in the mike and | nod my head in surprise. Jesus, the dude's 


got a hell of a fucking voicel 


The blonde starts banging his head hard as the singer puts his arm on the curly guitar player's left shoulder 


and starts screaming again. 


Never Fo reth... 


Nghtrain 

And then the curly guy takes over and starts banging his head as he does the solo. 

| open my mouth wide as he hits a really high note and stare at him wide eyed as he changes the chords with 
amazing speed. | grin and start jumping again. A couple of bra's and thongs land on the stage near the curly 
haired Cutie as he finishes his solo and starts playing the regular riff again. The singer appears on the stage 
and | hear a couple of girls scream, "We love you Axl!" 

The red haired smiles and starts singing again. 

The singers's voice stops almost a second before the final drum beat. Everybody screams and so do | and we 
all start cheering and applauding. The lights turn off and then turn on again after a minute, with the red haired 
standing in the spotlight. 


"How are ya'll motherfuckers doing tonight?" the singer asks and the crowd screams in response. 


"You ready to rock r fuckin’ roll?" he asks and grins. The crowds screams again in response and a couple of 


more bra's fall on the stage. 


"We'll take that as a yes. Time to introduce the band, although | don't think you've never heard of these 
fuckers!" he yells at the mike and the crowd goes wild. 


"On the drums, here to turn your brains into mash fucking rice, its Steve fucking Adler!!" he screams as the 


puppy eyed Blondie appears behind his drums in the other spotlight: 


"Aull" he screams into his mike and the girls scream. A thong lands on the stage. The drummer laughs and 
blows a kiss to the crowd. 


"On the rhythm guitar, we have the one and only Izzy motherfuckin’ Stradlin'!" he screams as Izzy walks on 
the stage, with his Fender Telecaster in his left arm. 


He waves at the audience and | scream. He looks at me and grins. Oh, my God! He remembers me. 
"On the bass guitar, the king of beers, Mr Duff McKaganll" Axl yells. 


The blonde jumps on the stage and smiles at the crowd. 


The girls start screaming again and one of them tries to climb on the stage. A roadie grabs her by the waist 
and drags her back in the crowd. 


"And on the lead guitar, the half man, half beast, Slash" 


The crowds goes mad. The girls start jumping and screaming, and even the guys start yelling. | laugh and clap. 
The curly haired gives us the peace sign and takes his place on the stage. There's a cigarette between his lips 
and he's not wearing his hat. 


| smile and light another cigarette. Then, | hear a familiar tune. When | hear screams from the crowd and then 


the intro, it hits me. They're playing "Jumpin: Jack Flash"! 
| scream and start jumping. | lift my lighter up and bang my head. 


| know the entire song because | basically grew up on the Rolling Stones. Maybe | got a little carried away, but 
it seemed to me that the entire Whisky sang along with Axl. And maybe the Jack Daniel's | drank in one 
massive sip was slowly getting to me, but | could see dozens of lighters in the air, along with mine, and dozens 
of voices, singing the song along with the red haired and Duff as the backing vocals. 


Izzy had a small smile on his face and the drummer was grinning. Duff was moving his hips and banging his 
head and Axl's eyes were shut, his head bent a little. The raven curled was circulating with his head, his curls 
slashing the air around his head and then falling softly on his wide tanned shoulders. His lips were parted a 
little and he seemed to whisper the lyrics. 


They were amazing. | couldn't take my eyes of them and even after five more heavy songs | still found the 


energy to jump and bang my head like crazy. 


It was almost eleven pm. when the red haired, totally exhausted came back on the stage with a cigarette in 


his hand after a two minute break. 


"We've got one more song to go. | wrote this song not too long ago with a good friend of mine, Paul Huge and | 


think Musical Connection got the message, didn't they?" he asked and smiled. 


The bass player and Slash laughed on his remark and plugged in their instruments. The drummer chuckled as 
he scratched his ear with his drumstick. lzzy shook his head and laughed. The crowd cheered. | didn't really get 
the "Musical Connection" thing but, | was new, so it kind of figured. 


The drummer started playing the beat and after the sixth beat the two guitar players joined in, playing a killer 
riff that | totally fell for. Axl started moaning and then laughing hysterically. | raise an eyebrow and smile. | like 
this. 


"Aull" the singer screams and starts moaning again. 
g g ag 


When you feel the fire 
And taste the flame.. 


Then the blonde bass player and lead guitar player yell, "Back off, back off bitch!!!" 


| laugh and inhale my cigarette. | start jumping again. My hair, wet from the sweat, goes up and down, with 
drops of sweat falling on my shoulders and face. My throat hurts. 


Face of an argel with a love of a witch.. 


When the solo came my jaw almost dropped to the floor. Slash stood still, probably tired, only moving his head 
a little, and | could see drops of sweat rolling down his torso. | felt warmth between my legs and that feeling 
rose from my crotch and through my entire body, all the way to my brain. | wanted to lick that sweat off his 


stomach. 


My body was on fire. | always had a thing for musicians, especially guitar players. | watched him with my eyes 
half closed and in that very moment | wanted to rip my Black Sabbath sleeveless shirt off. It had sleeveless 
and covered my torso when | bought it, but then | kind of fixed it and turned it into a tight shirt which 
revealed my stomach and my belly button ring. Even in that shirt that revealed more than it should had | felt 
like | had seven shirts on. It was boiling inside and | really felt a strong urge to rip my clothes off. 


| took a deep breath and felt better all of a sudden. The lust was still there but now | felt like | could control 
myself. Izzy, Slash, Duff and the drummer all sang the main verse with the Axl guy. 


"What da ya think he's tryin’ to say to her anyway?" Axl said as he ended the song by screaming "Fucking 
Bitch!" 


| started jumping and screaming and clapping and | don't know what else. | was in total delirium, adrenalin 
running 200 miles pro second through my veins, every part of my body aching. | don't think | ever jumped this 
much in my entire fucking life. lm exhausted. The crowd is wild but tired and everybody's screaming. My ears 


hurt. 


They guys all gather up on the stage and bow. Five minutes later, they're still on the stage, because the crowd 
won't let them leave. All three of them are grinning and Slash moves his hair from his face a bit. It's soaking 


wet. 


| can finally see his face now. His chocolate eyes gaze at the crowd and he smiles. A girl next to me throws 


her red bra at him and it lands near his legs. He picks it up and grins. | laugh. He's fucking hot! 


Actually, all of them are. The singer has an almost angelic face and the drummer has the cutest eyes I've 
ever seen. The bass player winks at the three topless girls on my left and blows them a kiss. Boy he's got long 


legs. Izzy waves at the crowd and our eyes meet for a second. He smiles at me and | chuckle. 

The crowd screams, "Guns! N'! Roses!" as the guys leave the stage. 

| sigh and inhale my cigarette. Fuck. I'm fucking exhausted. But, | hadn't had such a great time since..when? | 
can't even remember. | look at my watch. Its couple of minutes past eleven and I'm supposed to be back by 
about three am. | sigh again and have a glass of cold water at the bar. That sure feels good. | press the glass 
of water on my face and neck a bit, to cool myself. It sure is fucking hot in here. 

Two minutes later, I'm standing by the back stage door, in dilemma. Should | go in? Or shouldn't |? | mean, to 
me, the guys look like they're in their twenties and I'm like lb. So, they would have a good laugh on my account 
and kick me out of the bar with a steel boot. To them, I'm a fucking kid. 

| roll my eyes. | could at least give it a try. Maybe they turn out to be okay? Or not. Jesus, Rox don't be such 
a fucking pussy. The guy invited you. If he thought you were a kid or lame or something, he wouldn't had asked 
youl | mean, not everybody gets a back stage invitation Especially if they had known one of the band members 
for, like two freaking minutes, in my case. 

| take a deep breath and approach a bold, tall black guy, that's standing next to the back stage door. 

"Ahm, Jeffrey told me to come after the show's over," | say, trembling a bit. 

The guy looks at me and nods. 

"Okay, come in," he says and opens the door. 


| feel like I'm going to puke. Don't be nervous Rox. Its nothing. Nothing. Piece o' cake. 


| come inside. I'm shaking. My heart is in my throat. | pull out a cigarette, light it and inhale deeply. | exhale 
slowly through my nostrils and sigh. 


"Roxie?" | hear Izzy say. He's standing right in front of me in a hallway, a Corona in his hand and a cigarette 
between his lips. 


"Hey," | say. 
Now | feel a lot better. He smiles and approaches me. He puts his arm on my right shoulder. 


"Glad you could make it," he says with a smile. 


Nice boys don't play Rock N' Roll 


Author's Notes: 

| tried to make it a bit funny but l'm not really happy with how it turned out. But who knows? Maybe you'll 
like it.Just let me know if there's any point in adding a new chapter. Love ya'll 

Chapter Four 

He looked so beautiful while he was asleep. Almost innocent. His lips were slightly parted and his face was 
covered with his raven curls. | removed a curl from his face which revealed his nose. Actually, Izzy and | were 
the reason why he had his nose pierced. First lz and | had our noses pierced before Christmas and then Slash 
and Duff decided to get a nose ring too before Duff's 24th and Axl's 26th birthday party. Come to think of it.. 
22nd December 1981 


"Oh God," | whispered, as Izzy and | stood outside the piercing studio on Sunset Blvd. 


Axl's pal, Bob, a guy who worked at the "Sunset Tattoo" and who tattooed all of the guys from the band, 
recommended it. Nobody knew, except me and Izzy. Izzy tried to look cool, but | knew he was probably scared 
to shit. He was my best friend and | have known him for over a year. And Slash and | have been dating for 
about a year as well. 

"| need a cigarette," | heard him say, as he pulled out his Marlboro Lights pack and put one between his lips. He 
started pulling all sorts of shit out from his pockets, in search for a lighter. He even pulled out a spoon. | 
raised an eyebrow. 

"You actually carry that with you?" | asked him, shaking my head in disbelief. 

"Yeah, just in case. Got a light?" he asked me and put the spoon back in his pocket: 


"Dude, if anyone sees that spoon, we might get fucking arrested,” | explained, my hands on my hips. He frowned 
and lit his cigarette with my red Marlboro. 


"I know Rox. Jesus. Look, | think they'll arrest Slash and Stevie first, if you ask me," he said and bit his lip. 
Oops.. 


| frowned. 


"Slash's clean.. Oh wait, or haven't you just accidentally told on him?"! asked. 


"What? No. | said Stevie," 
"Don't fucking shit me lz. | heard you," | said, almost too calmly. 


Axl was freaking out, because now that the guys were, you could say, famous, there was more drugs than 
ever. Slash, who was once forced to go to rehab in the past was now way too tempted to resist and so was 
Stevie. In no time, they were back on the Mr. Brownstone ball. And then Axl threatened to either quit or fire 
half of the band, so the two of them were once again forced to knock it off. And they were doing fine. At least 
| thought so until Izzy's big mouth convinced me otherwise. | sighed and looked at Izzy. He was trying to exhale 
smoke circles but wasn't pulling it of. 


"You got it all wrong Rox. Look, could we just go in?" Izzy asked and frowned when he saw a picture of a guy 

with at least a hundred piercings all over his face in the piercing studio's show-window. There were at least a 
dozen of pictures showing people with all sorts of crazy piercings. | shivered with disgust. Izzy sighed heavily 

and cleared his throat. 


"Cimon Rox, it's now or never," he said and inhaled his Marlboro as deep as he could. | inhaled mine as well and 
nodded. | mean, this was not a game. If | was going to do it, ld have a fucking hole in my left nostril for my 
entire life. That was the big dilemma. Izzy couldn't give a shit. He was a fucking rock star and it was actually in 
the fucking job description. But, | was seventeen, senior year in high school and if | ever wanted to apply for a 
job, no matter what my qualifications were, there was still a pretty big chance that they'd reject me only 


because of my nose ring. That was what concerned me the most. But, fuck. 


| wanted to do this since | was twelve and | already had a belly button ring so it wasn't supposed to be a big 


deal either. Okay, | was a bit scared. What if it was going to hurt? Badly? 
| pierced my belly button on my fifteenth birthday, without dad knowing. By myself. It hurt like hell but | 
always thought it hurt so bad because | did it on my own. | mean, these dudes were professionals. Weren't 


they? 


"Okay Roxie, cut the fucking crap. Do ya wanna fucking do this or not? ‘Cause l'm fucking doing it, with or 


without you," Izzy said and looked at me under his pilot sunglasses. | frowned and looked down, 


"And, you're not scared?" | asked Izzy with an eyebrow up. He took off his sunglasses and smirked. | grinned 


and shook my head. 


‘lz, don't be a fucking pussy. At least admit it," | smirked and took off my sunglasses as well. He laughed and 
threw his cigarette on the sidewalk 


"| don't know what you're talking about," he said with a puzzled smile and went inside. | laughed and followed him 


in. | could see right threw him. 


If you say so," | said as | entered the piercing studio and closed the door behind me. 
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"Hey," | said to the two guys who were working there. Izzy stood behind me, cool as always, not bothering to 
greet anyone. | smiled and approached the slim cute long haired guy who was just throwing a used piercing 
needle in the trash can. 

"Ahm." | said with a grin. 

"Can | help you?" the Cutie asked and smiled. Izzy made a grimace and took his sunglasses off. 

"My buddy and I'd like to have our noses pierced,” | continued and looked at Izzy, who nodded and smirked. 
"Both of you?" the guy asked. We nodded at the same time and smiled. 

"How old are you?" the dude asked me. | felt like rolling my eyes but decided against it. 


‘lm 18," | said and put my hands on my hips. Izzy nodded. The guys suddenly frowned. 


"Are you..? You're not..? Ahm..the dude from that band..Guns N' Roses?" the cute guy asked, his face pale as 


death. lzzy rose an eyebrow and nodded. 


"Yeap. Guess so," he answered and smiled in confusion. The guy stared at him in disbelief and then opened his 


eyes wide. 

"Dude, | bought Appetite a month ago, when | heard "Welcome to the jungle" and the shit really fucking rocks! 
You rock dudell" the guy practically screamed, literally shaking. Izzy chuckled and we discreetly exchanged 
glances. | smiled. 

"Always a pleasure to meet a fan," Izzy replied politely. The guy grinned. 

"Could | have your autograph?" he asked and looked at me. 

"Sure," Izzy said as the guy gave him a blank piece of paper and a pen. 


"Your name?" Izzy asked and put the paper on my back so he could sign it. 


"Buzz," the guy said and smiled widely. Izzy scribbled the name and signed the paper, handing it back to Buzz, 


with a smirk on his face. 


"Gosh, thanks dude. You're the best," he said as he stared at the paper in amazement. Izzy gave me a weak 
smile and | winked at him. That was probably the l4th time this week that a thing like this happened. 


Everywhere we went, somebody would freak out and beg for an autograph. Slash and | even got four bottles 


of Jack for free because the shop owner was a fan. Although it was cool at the beginning, as time went by, it 


became quite annoying. Especially to Izzy. He absolutely hated it. 

"Who goes first?" Buzz asked. Izzy and | exchanged meaningful glances. Izzy stepped forward. 

"Ahm, the lady of course," Izzy said and smirked. | opened my mouth wide and laughed. God, he was a pussy. 
"You're fucking scared to shit!" | said to him with an evil smirk. He opened his eyes wide and frowned. 

"L am so fucking not," he said. | grinned even more and shook my head. 


"lz, why don't you fucking admit it? You're totally fucking transparent!" | said and chuckled. He inhaled the air 
deeply and cleared his throat. 


‘lm not fucking scared! Okay? Besides, it's only good manners. You know, ladies first," he said and smirked. | 


frowned and sighed. 
"Do | look like a motherfucking lady to you? You're just using that as an excuse!" 


"I'm not! Now just sit on the fucking chair and get it over with!" he practically yelled. He was all red in the 
face. | showed him the finger and turned around to face the CHAIR. | confess, | was scared. My stomach hurt 
and | could feel my breakfast coming up. And the Starbucks cappuccino to go as well. | swallowed and sighed. | 
sat on the CHAIR and tried to think of something else. And | tried very hard not to tremble. | pressed my 


knees hard with my hands so nobody would notice that my legs were shaking. 

C'mon Rox, concentrate. It's a fucking piece of cake. Oh no, it isn't. Oh, yes it is. Oh my God, I'm going to die. No 
you're not. Relax. Calm down. Inhale. Exhale. Inhale. Exhale. Gee, the weather's so nice. It's hot. Oh shit. Aren't | 
supposed to write that fucking History paper? What about anyway? | need to call Marly. Or Amber. Oh God, a 
guy's gonna pierce your nose with this gigantic needle and make a hole in your fucking left nostril and you're 
thinking about a fucking History project? 

| snap out of my thoughts and blink a couple of times. 

"Which one?" The guy asked, holding a piercing needle in his left hand. | hear Izzy swallow. 


"Aren't you going to do it with a pistol?" Izzy asked as he stars at Buzz's left hand. smirk and sigh. 


"When you pierce the cartilage you must use a needle. Otherwise you'll get a pretty fucking terrible infection," 
Buzz replied and grabbed a pencil. He marked a spot on my left nostril 


"Earl! Have we got any fucking lemons or oranges left?" Buzz yelled. The guy at the desk by the entrance door 


woke up and gave Buzz a lazy glance. 


"Don't know. Check the fucking fridge," he muttered and closed his eyes again. Buzz rolled his eyes. 
"Cocksucker," Buzz whispered and opened the mini-fridge. He took out a lemon and sliced it in quarters. Then he 
took a quarter and chopped out a little piece of it. He then took an ice cube from the freezer and sliced it into 
tinny pieces, and put one on the spot on my nostril, he had marked earlier. 


"Press it a bit. There," Buzz said and took the tinny lemon slice. He put it in my left nostril. 


"Okay, now I'll place it under the spot | marked, so when the needle comes through, it'll pierce the lemon, so I'll 


know we've done it right," Buzz explained. 
"Jeff, sit down," | said and gave him a weak smile. | inhaled deeply and exhaled slowly. This was it. 
"Do you want him to watch or would you like him to wait outside?" Buzz asked me. | sighed and looked at Izzy. 


Ill stay," Izzy said and gave me a wink He was as pale as death. My stomach hurt like hell. Buzz took the 


needle and leaned towards me. | could smell his after shave, a little sweat and smoke. 


"Okay, | won't lie to you. This might hurt a bit," he said and smiled. | wish | could smile back, but | was a bit.. 


you know.. 

"On the count of five," Buzz said and | nodded weakly. | really felt like throwing up. 
"Okay, you ready? One..." 

"Good luck Rox," 

"Two... 

"Everything's going to be okay. I'm here," 
"Three." | closed my eyes. 

"Oh God, oh fucking God," 

"Shut up Izzy. You're making me nervous," 
"Four." 

"Shit..shit..shit.." 


"Izzy!" 


" Fivell!" 


The cold needle was pressed gently on my nostril and then a sharp and long pain penetrated through my skin 
directly into my brain and caused a heavy sigh that came through my mouth, followed by a quiet scream. 


"Oh shitll" Izzy screamed and covered his eyes with his hands. | started laughing and screaming at the same 


time. 


"We've got it! We've got it!" Buzz said with excitement as he pulled out the needle. He pressed a cotton wool 
soaked with ethanol on my hole and removed it. There was a little blood on it. 


"Okay now choose a nose ring before you fucking bleed to death!" Buzz said and laughed. | looked at him in 
shock and then he laughed even harder. 


"lim fucking kidding," he said with a soft smile and took out a big box with all sorts of nose rings. | picked a 
basic nose ring, an actual ring. | always wanted it that way. 


"Rox you're gonna look like a fucking pig," Izzy sighed, laughing. | frowned. 


"| am not," replied and laughed. Buzz cleaned the ring and placed it in my hole. It hurt just a bit, but then it 


was over. 

"Want a mirror?" Buzz asked and gave a small mirror to me. 

"Fuck. This is fucking fantasticll" | shrieked, staring at my own reflection in amazement. That was fucking it. A 
fucking dream come true. | felt so..happy, and relieved too. And soon a very wide and evil grin spread across 
my face as | realized- it was Izzy's turn now.. 
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"You know what | was thinking Rox?" Izzy asked with a sour expression as | admired my reflection in the small 
mirror. 

"Yeap?" | asked, not really listening to him. 

"This must have been a pretty shocking experience for you, so, why don't we..you know, pay and then go and 
get drunk and then go back to Hellhouse or where ever..You know, take a break This was a long fucking day,’ 
Izzy continued. 

| glared at him behind the mirror, an evil grin spreading wider and wider across my face. 


‘Oh my fucking God Iz You are a cunt," | said to him and laughed. Izzy showed me the finger. 


"| just..don't really like needles," he said. That knocked me over. | started laughing so hard | almost choked. Even 


Izzy couldn't help but smile on his rather idiotic statement. 


The idiot pierced his ears by himself. With a fucking needle. The idiot was on fucking heroin. And guess how he 
shot heroin in his arm? With a fucking needle. And now he was trying to convince me he was scared of 


NEEDLES... 


After about five minutes of uncontrollable laughter, | managed to calm down and breathe normally. Izzy was 
smoking his Marlboro Lights and | put one of my red's between my lips and lit it. My first cigarette with a 


nose ring... 


"Dude, we haven't got all day," Buzz said to Izzy who nodded and sighed heavily. | laughed and inhaled my 
cigarette as Izzy slowly walked towards the CHAIR and sat on it. Literally one fucking step at a time. 


And then Buzz did the same thing he did with me. The pencil, the lemon, the ice cube, the needle..As Buzz was 


preparing to make a hole in Izzy's nose, | heard a small voice. Almost a shriek. 


"Roxie?" Izzy whispered. | turned around. He was bathed in sweat. His Rolling Stones T-shirt was practically wet 
and his hair was soaking wet. | smiled softly. | couldn't help feeling sorry for him. 


"What?"! asked softly. 
"Could you.." Izzy said even more quietly. | couldn't hear the last part. 


"Can't hear you Izzy," | said and came closer to him. | sat next to him so he could whisper it in my ear. | knew 


he wanted to say something he didn't want the others to hear. 

"Don't laugh Rox, please," Izzy whispered in my ear. 

| won't, | promise. What's wrong?" | asked him. 

"Could you, you know..hold my hand?" he asked. 

| really felt like laughing, but a promise was a promise. | think | broke a couple of ribs from trying not to 
burst out laughing. But | knew that Slash and | were going to have a good fucking laugh after this was over. It 
was too juicy not be told. But | wouldn't tell Axl. Izzy was his best buddy and Izzy would probably never speak 
to me again if | told Axl. 

"Okay," | said and gently put my right hand on his left. He grabbed it gently. His palm was sweaty. | laughed. It 
would had been so fucking pathetic if it hadn't been so fucking cute. A grown up, tough,cool rock star like Izzy, 


totally scared to shit. If only | had a fucking camera. 


"Are we gonna count to 5 like we did with your girlfriend?" Buzz asked. Izzy and | exchanged glances. Izzy rolled 
his eyes and | laughed. 


"Ahm..she's not my girlfriend. She's Slash's girlfriend. And no. Let's just fucking get it over with," Izzy said and 
sighed. Buzz nodded. 


‘Sorry, my bad," he said and pressed the needle on Izzy's right nostril. His grip tightened and then he 
practically squashed my hand as the needle pierced his skin. 


He didn't make a sound. But what he did do was almost brake my fucking hand and fingers. | wasn't sure if my 


hand was broken or not. It certainly hurt like it was, but there was only one way to find out. | had to move it. 
"Ouch!!" | said as | exercised my fingers. Izzy tried so hard not to scream so he obviously focused that energy 
on almost breaking my hand and his eyes almost popped out of his head. He looked like a fucking owl. | would 
have laughed if | wasn't so pissed at him and if my hand didn't hurt so bad. 

Buzz pulled out the needle and opened the nose ring box again. Izzy picked out a regular one. Not a ring. His 
eyes were still wide opened as Buzz put the nose ring in his right nostril. Izzy gave me a weak and apologetic 


smile. | shook my head and made a painful expression. God, that fuck had an iron grip. 
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"Fuck, you really look great with it!" Izzy declared, a huge smile on his face, as he examined my nose ring. | 


grinned happily. 

"You don't look so bad yourself," | replied. 

"Just kidding..You look fucking great dude," | continued and smiled widely. 

He put his arm on my shoulder and lit his cigarette, as we were walking towards the Roxy entrance. We were 
supposed to meet the guys there. My cigarette was between my lips and the smoke was getting into my eyes, 
but | didn't care. | could really die in peace now. Getting a nose ring was my biggest wish since | was a total kid 
and now it was real. It was fucking real. | couldn't wait to see the look on Slash's face. 

"Can | touch it?" Izzy asked me. 

"It still hurts a bit," | said and inhaled my Marlboro. 


"Yeah, mine does too," Izzy said. 


"Hey, is that Duff?" | asked, as | eyed the tall leggy blonde with a police cap and a cigarette in his right hand, 
standing outside of the bar, talking to three more guys. 


"Yeah, and that's Axl, Stevie and Slash with him," Izzy replied. 


laughed. Axl rolled his eyes and gave Izzy a pat on the shoulder. | ran towards Slash and jumped in his arms. He 
gave me a long passionate kiss, since | hadn't seen him all day. 


"Hey dude, what the fuck happened to you? You look a bit different," Duff asked Izzy, scratching his head. 
Steve opened his mouth wide and Axl stared at Izzy blankly. 


"Oh my fucking God Iz.Is that what | think it is?" Axl asked him. Izzy grinned and touched his nose ring. 
"Ouch!" he yelled. Yeah, | guess it still hurt. 

"What about me?" | asked as Slash broke our kiss, and was now staring at Izzy with his mouth wide open 
All five of them looked at me and Izzy smiled. 

"Oh Jesus!" Slash yelled, almost dropping my on the floor. | laughed. 

"What the fuck did you do? Where? And when?" Steve asked. 


"Now. Bob told us about the piercing studio, half a mile away," Izzy replied. Axl, Duff, Steve and Slash looked at 


Izzy, then at me, then at Izzy again, and then at me again 


"You're fucking crazy! Both of youl" Axl said with a huge grin on his face as he stared at our nose rings in 
amusement. 


"Yeah. You look.sexy," Slash said and gave me a wicked smile. | licked my lips and laughed. We kissed again and 
then Slash put me on the sidewalk 


"Did it hurt?" Duff asked. 

"No, not a bit" Izzy replied as we exchanged glances. 

"You really look great,” Axl said to us, nodding 

"Yeah, totally fucking different. In a good way," Steve said 

"Well, | think this calls for a drink. Or two," Slash said with a grin and put his hand around my waist 
"Im in" Duff yelled He always was. 


"So, bet Izzy was a total pussy," Slash chuckled and Izzy showed him the finger. 


"Nah. He kept his cool. He's just Izzy," | said and gave Izzy a wink He pretended not to notice, but | could see a 
small smile on his face, as we walked inside the Roxy Theater, with a cause- to get drunk and have a fucking 


great time. 


Awakening (Slash's POV) 


Author's Notes: 
My come-back chapter..hope you like it.. 


Oh holy fuck.. | feel like someone smacked me in the head with a fucking baseball bat. When | open my eyes 
everything seems blurry and unclear. And the pain.My head is fucking killing me. | close my eyes again. Nothing. 
Just darkness. Even the dark seems blurry. But the pain is still there. | hear hundreds of voices in my head. 
They're screaming, arguing, crying. Its so fucking loud! My head's going to explode! | can hear the fucking 


countdown... 


| open my eyes again, and feel my forehead. I'm soaking wet but I'm freezing anyway. l'm shaking. There are 
shadows around me, dark blurry shapes, drifting away, fading, disappearing... | take a deep breath and let out a 
heavy sigh. | lift my head a little and a feel sudden pain in my stomach. Oh fuck, | need to puke. | need to get 
up, and find a way to get to a fucking toilet and puke my fucking guts out before | ruin whatever I'm on. | can 
feel the soft blanket covering my legs. A bed. I'm on a bed. But where the fuck am |? God, | can't fucking hold 
it any more. | sit up on the bed and suddenly lose balance. | try to grab something but only seem to get a hold 
of empty air and fall off. | don't even feel the pain when my right cheek slams on the wooden floor and along 
with it my entire body. | can only hear a thump on the floor as if something heavy hit the floor next to me. 
But it was me. | hear a female voice yell "Fuck, Slash!?" and soon a smell of almond milk fills my nostrils. Why 
does it smell so familiar, so sweet and so near me? | feel her long locks on my cheek as she gently lifts my 
head up and | open my eyes. | gaze at two emerald green eyes that look back at me with worry. Rox..shit, did | 


call her or something? 


"Oh my God! Are you okay? You hit it pretty bad," | hear her say with that soft voice that | remember so 


well. Her eyes suddenly grow wider and she lets out a heavy sigh. 
"Fuck, you're bleeding!" 


| make a painful grimace as | suddenly become aware of the horrible sharp pain penetrating my skull into my 
brain. Fuck, it hurts. | let out a painful sigh and mumble something | can't even register. | can feel my hands 
being lifted in the air and the next second I'm being dragged across the floor into some unknown direction. 
Roxie's breathing heavily and she stumbles and almost falls herself as she drags me by the hands into the 


bathroom. 


"God you're heavy!" | hear her gasp as we arrive in the bathroom. I'm being lifted again, this time on the toilet 
and placed in a sitting position. 


"| could use some help, you know. You're not actually light weight Slash," she says and kneels beside me. She 


stops for a second to inhale some air and then rises again and walks to the washbasin. | hear the water 


running. Then she comes back to me with something dripping from her hand. | feel the ice cold wet toilet paper 
on my forehead where the wound is. It hurts just for a second and then the pain eases a bit. The cold water 
runs down my cheek and nose. Suddenly the stomach ache comes back. | somehow find the strength to push 
Roxie gently away and again fall on the floor, but this time on my knees. And | only had to open my mouth. It 
just came out by itself, like a fucking waterfall, fountain, | don't even know how to describe it. It didn't take the 
slightest effort from my side. Roxie covered her mouth and looked away. She could never look at someone 
throwing up. After five or six waterfalls of vomit | collapsed on the floor, completely exhausted. She frowned 


and kneeled next to me. 
"Are you okay?" she asked with concern in her voice. 


"Do | fucking look okay?" | mumble in a low quiet voice. | find the strength to put myself in a sitting position 
and keep myself from losing balance by leaning on my left hand. 


Roxie lifts up the toilet paper and cleans my wound with it again. Then she throws it in the toilet. 


"The bleeding has stopped," she says and gently removes the curls that cover my face behind my ears. | look 


up at her with my watery red eyes and close my eyes as her fingers gently run down my cheeks and 


forehead. 


‘Mmmmmmhhh," | sigh in pleasure. She smiles softly and gently kisses my forehead. | put my arms around her 
and we sit there on the floor, with her in my arms. | hold her tightly to my chest so she can feel my heart 
beat. She gently places her hand on my heart and leans her head on my bare chest. | feel something warm and 
wet rolling down my torso to my belly button | look down at her. Her eyes are closed and her lips sealed in a 
painful grimace. Warm tears are rolling down her cheeks. | don't even have to ask her why. | know it's because 
of me. It was always because of me. | can't even remember how many times | made her cry. But | never cried 
in front of her. Not once. The only person that ever saw me cry since | was 13 was Steven and that was when 
John Bonham died of an alcohol overdose. | don't know why | even got all emotional about it. He and Hendrix are 
the only people | ever wanted to get an autograph from. | mean there were others but when we became big 
we met them all. All of our childhood heroes; Plant, Page, Hammett, Hatfield, Neil Young, Elton John, Cooper, 
May, Clapton, lommi, Ozzy..And that was in, like, 1980 or so. But now | felt like crying right there with her, but 
| couldn't. "Big boys don't cry," dad said. He said that to me the day he left, on the airport where he was 
supposed to return to London. Mom and dad signed the divorce papers a week before and it was now over. My 


mom was now our legal guardian so we could only see him once or twice a year. 


And that day at the airport, Ash, mom and | stood there by the departure lounge gate and my dad was 
holding his briefcase. | remember how he used to embarrass me when he'd pick me up at school with his tight 
jeans, flannel shirt and red All Stars Converse sneakers on, holding a fucking briefcase in his hand, yelling; "Saul! 


Come here lad!" 


My friends thought dad was cool but | thought otherwise. He looked stupid to me, he made my cheeks burn in 
embarrassment every time he picked me up somewhere, dressed like that, with that stupid briefcase and that 
British English accent of his. And at that moment as he was saying goodbye to us, to me he seemed like the 


coolest guy alive. Like the greatest dad anyone could ever have. Because he was mine. And | never told him. 


Because it wasn't cool. And he knelt and held me tight. 
"| love you son. Remember that," he said softly. 


Then and only then did a tear roll down my cheek, and | was soon gasping for air between my uncontrollable 


sobs. | could barely see him from the tears. 


"Saul. Big boys don't cry. Never forget that,” dad's voice broke. | nodded my head and wiped my tears away. 


Ash was allowed to cry because he was just I0. And | was 13. | was a man now.. The man of the house. 


With that thought | blinked away my tears and held Roxie more tightly as she quietly started sobbing in my 


arms. 


"Is it always going to be like this?" she asked me, her eyes red and watery but so green. could even drown in 


her gaze if | stared a little longer. | looked away first. 
“Shhhhhh," | whispered softly in her ear. 
"You scared me to shit. You've got to stop this Slash. Just..stop," she said quietly and looked up at me again. 


"You're just hurting all of us. You're like a fucking rock, and we're all waves that crash into you," she said and 


started sobbing again. | ran up and down her back with my hand, trying to calm her down. 
She was right. | had to stop. But | didn't know how. | couldn't do it alone. 


Although | was probably still drunk, my head was still killing me and | was feeling another puke attack coming, 
at that very moment- | felt dead sober. 


Crackers, Evian and Absolute (Slash's POV) 
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"Do you remember when we first met?" | ask, sipping some water from my cup. Roxie hands me some 


crackers and gives me a strange look. 

"Yeah.. Why? What's that got to do with anything?" she asks and takes a cracker herself. 

"No reason.. Just making conversation | mean, since we don't see much of each other because of the tours 
and gigs and everything, this might be the last time we speak to each other in person for | don't know how 


long. | was just thinking about talking to you about a couple of stuff," | reply, nibbling my cracker. 


Since | was still recovering from puking my guts out, Roxie ordered the room service to get us some crackers 


and water. 
“About what?" she asks and pulls out a red Marlboro. Before she lights it, she glares at me. 


"You mind if | smoke? | mean, if you still feel sick," she asks me and finishes her cracker. | shrug and have 


another sip of water. 


"C'mon Rox, we both fucked each other's lives up in a way so | think you know what | mean," | say, my eyes 


locked on hers. She looks away and lights her cigarette. She inhales deeply and stares back 

"Maybe | do. But what does the night we first met have to do with anything?" she asks and lies closer to me. 
"We should go from the start. | mean, you get what I'm saying?" | ask her and she nods. 

"So, you actually remember?" she asks with a puzzled smile on her face. 

"How could | forget?" | ask with a grin on my face. 

‘| remember that Izzy told me to come back stage after the show, and | was so fucking nervous. | noticed you 
the very second you walked on stage with that Telecaster. To tell you the truth, at first | thought you were a 
total moron because of all the hair," she giggles. | shake my head and snicker. 


"Yeah, | remember that when Izzy introduced us, it was the first thing you asked me," 


"Do you even know how much courage it took me to speak to you? After the show, it was like talking to 


fucking celebrity. And you acted like | was fucking transparent or something,” she smiles. 


"Because | thought you were with Izzy. And | couldn't see you because of my fucking sunglasses," | laugh, the 


memories flashing back to me more intensely every second. Now it was as clear as if it were yesterday. 
She chuckles and exhaled the cigarette smoke through her nostrils. 

"Yeah right.. And when you took them off you just, like, stared at me," she says and shakes her head. 
"Rox, you got to face it- you were a babe," | say and grin. 


"You're so full of bullshit" she throws a pillow at me, "you were drunk, you couldn't even sit straight," she 


laughs. 


"No, I'm fucking serious. You were a babe and | was a guy, unaware of the fact that you were five years 


younger than me," | say and shrug. 


"Yeah | know it was weird- you and me. But | knew girls who dated guys with a greater age difference. And 
admit it, you did too," she says and inhales. | shrug again and smile. 


"We were young and stupid back then Rox. God knows what was going through our heads, especially mine. Fuck, 
what was | thinking?" 


"I have no idea Slash. But | have to admit, | can't say that the fact that you were 21 and | was lb wasn't 
appealing. Jesus, what girl wouldn't be flattered?" 


| wish | had an answer to that one, but back then, | was sober about 30% of the time. 


‘| remember that we were just moving from small talk to flirting when Duff kind of distracted everyone," | 


say, chuckling. Roxie gave me a puzzled glance and then her eyes widened and she started laughing hysterically. 
"Oh God | remember that!" she said between laughing and gasping for breath. 


"| think it was an hour max after the show had ended and he was already on his 3rd bottle. Axl freaked and 
took the bottle away from him and Duff went nuts! He..." 


"He jumped on Axl and started choking him!" Roxie interrupted me and continued, still laughing. | nodded, laughing. 
"And then Iz n' | jumped on Duff and managed to him off Axl and Duff fell on me," 


"And he climbed on top of you and started screaming that he was Duffmeister, the king of Vodka," Roxie added 
and wiped the tears that started rolling down her cheeks from all the laughing. 


| shook my head. It was all there and they were all there, like it was..happening this second. 
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| felt incredible pain and a very strong feeling that someone was squashing my spine. Suddenly | was lying on 
my belly; face pinned on the cold wooden floor, with Duff on top of me, jumping and screaming. | was too 


occupied with my indescribable suffering too register what he was actually screaming. 


| could hear Izzy yelling at him and Steve laughing. Roxie was cursing something and Axl was screaming. Like a 
fucking girl. | opened my eyes and there they were. Roxie, with her big brown 80's hair, popped out emerald 
eyes and her mouth wide-opened, a look that was a mixture of terror and a barely controllable urge to laugh. 
She was wearing, | think, a Black Sabbath T-shirt and blue ripped jeans. Izzy was standing close to her, with a 
similar, but more serious expression on his face, with his hands lifted up, yelling at Duff. 


"Michael, get the fuck off him this fucking secondll" 


Duff was now singing something, and although his drunken singing was very much like a herd of elephants just 
farted in his ear, | managed to recognize the tune. | frowned and rolled my eyes as Duff continued singing, or 


should | say, screaming his very bad cover of "Vietnamese baby". 


"Oh fucking God, ouchll" | yelled in agony, trying to roll over, but Duffs cowboy boot was now resting on my 
right cheek, nailing my face to the ground. 


completely numb. | saw Roxie pick up the Absolute bottle from the floor and waving with it in front of Duffs 


face, immediately catching his attention and causing him to stop singing, to our great pleasure. 


"Is this what you want?" Roxie asked him, keeping the bottle close to Duff's face but at the same time at just 
the right distance so he couldn't reach it. Duff nodded, with a stupid grin on his face. 


"Well, you can't have it," she said with a wicked smile on her face, making a quick dodge to the left and then 
escaping to the other side of the room. 


"Noll! Give it backll! It is minelll" Duff cried, jumping off me and running after Rox and the bottle of Absolute. | 
let out a heavy sigh and started gasping for air as Izzy kneeled down beside me and started patting me on the 
back. Steven stopped laughing and Axl's eyes were now focused on Duff chasing Roxie on the other side of the 


room. 


Roxie, quickly but carefully, stepped over some empty bottles and cans, and jumped over a Marshall amp in 
the way. Duff ran after her, with huge steps, knocking out the bottles and cans out of his way, screaming 


after her. He fell over the amp and slammed with full weight on the wooden floor, landing on his face. 


He got up amazingly quickly and continued his pursuit. Roxie screamed when he leaped after her, getting a hold 
of her waist, and they both fell on the floor, with Duff's arms still holding Roxie by the waist tightly. She 
kicked him in the face with her Converse sneaker and got up, limping. She ran through the doors into the hall, 
slamming the doors shut behind her and bumped into West Arkeen in the hall. 


Oh, and Duff? Well, he had a rather nasty encounter with the doors that Roxie slammed shut behind her. 
Believe me, it wasn't pretty..And the fact that he was sprinting towards the door with unbelievable speed also 
didn't help. First we heard a quiet cry of panic from Duff when he realized what was about to happen (he was 
an inch from the door when it occurred to him) and then a loud BANG!!! Izzy made a painful grimace, Axl 
looked away with disgust and Steven covered his eyes with his hands. Duff fell on his back on the wooden floor 
with another loud SLAMI! 


"Aaaaaahhh!!!" Duff yelled in pain and covered his face with his hands. | let out a painful sigh, finally succeeding 
in my attempt to get up and ran to where Duff was lying and Izzy did so too. Steve was too stoned to move 


and Axl was still recovering from Duff trying to choke him to death. 


"Duff, you okay man?" Izzy asked, his face only inches from Duff's. Duff mumbled something and made a 
painful expression, removing his hands from his nose. He was bleeding pretty badly and his nose was..ahm.. 


yuck..in a very strange angle... 


"Dude, | think his nose is broken. And | wouldn't be surprised if he also has a concussion. He hit it real bad 
man," | said, stretching. Izzy nodded and sighed. 


"Look man, maybe we should get you to the hospital," Izzy said, eyeing Duff. Duff's eyes widened and he shook 


his head in panic. 
"Nnhhhnnnoool! I'm fine!" Duff cried. He had a strange voice. It sounded like he had a cold. 
"Chill man," Izzy tried to calm him down, but Duff was panicking. He hated hospitals. 


| better go check on her," | said, and stepped over Duff's legs, making my way to the doors. | opened them and 
got out of the smoky room into the less smoky hallway, finding Roxie next to West. My eyes popped out and 
my jaw dropped open. They were standing REALLY close to each other, smoking a cigarette and West was 
probably telling her a joke or something because she was giggling in that awful girlish way. My cheeks were 
probably as red as Axl's hair, okay, a lot redder and steam was coming out my ears. Yeah, you could say | was 
jealous. | mean, she was laughing to my jokes in that girlish way but | didn't mind. In fact, | found it very 
satisfying and now when she was laughing the same way with West | felt a strong urge to punch him in the 
face, even though he was one of my best pals. 


"Heyl" | said to West, walking towards them, my hands in my pocket, keeping my cool. Roxie stopped laughing 


the second she saw me. 


"Dude, awesome show!" Arkeen grinned and gave me friendly pat on the shoulder. 


"Thanks," | said, not even looking at Roxie. 

| was just talking to Roxie about it," he said, still grinning. Yeah, among other things. 
"So, how come you two know each other?" West asked me. 

"Met her an hour ago, after the show. She showed up with Iz," 


"She's got one hell of a fucking head," West said, laughing and he and Roxie removed some hair from their 
foreheads. They both had a rather large lump on the forehead. | couldn't help it. | started laughing and they 
joined me. We just stood there, laughing like crazy. 
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"God, we were such fucking idiots Slash. Getting drunk every day, the drugs, and the sex..and the rock n roll.. 


Roxie says, smiling. 


| blinked. It took me a couple of seconds to realize that | was back in reality once more, in January 1994, and 
the image of the three of us standing in the hall and laughing quickly faded away. When my brain registered 
what Roxie had just said | nodded. 


"Yeah, well those were the fucking 80's Rox. Things were different,” 


"Slash, these are the 90's, you're married and you're 28 and you're still acting like these are the fucking 80's. 
For you, things haven't changed. But they have to," she says, shaking her head. 


| hear this kind of shit every day Rox. EVERY DAY, ALL FUCKING DAY! From you, from Renee, my mom, Axl, 
Zigzag, all my fucking friends. And, | mean, you know | tried. | went to fucking rehab for, | don't know how many 
fucking times and, guess, what? It didn't work. And | tried! And it didn't help!" 


"How did Izzy pull it off? Or Axl? Stop bullshitting me, ‘cause we both know that if you really wanted to do it, 
you'd fucking do it!" 


"But |..." 


"And why? You never went to rehab because of yourself. It was always because Axl threatened to quit the 
band or fire you. It was always the band. The band, the band, the fucking band..You always put Guns N' Roses 
first!" she yelled and started drinking her water. 


"What is it? What are you trying to do here? Make me feel bad? Enlighten me? Well, guess what Rox? You're 
not the smartest person on this fucking planet! Or the first person to give me this shit! Wow, you managed to 
get of coke and Prozac and now you think that you can prophesize me? Who the fuck do you think you are?" 


Roxie started choking on her water, coughing and spitting like crazy. | freaked out and started patting her on 
the back. And then it hit me- did | really just say what | said? Fuck.. 


"Take..your fucking..hands..off melll" she yelled between coughing and gasping for breath. And yeah, she hit me 
pretty bad with her fist while at it. | looked down, biting my lower lip. She did once more. She made me hurt 


her again. 

"Rox..l'm sorry. l.l didn't mean it," 

Nothing. Just silence. This fucking sucked. 

"Rox..C'mon, you know | didn't mean it. l'm just pissed and | took it out on you. C'mon I'm really fucking sorry..." 


"| don't give a fuck if you're sorry. Go and overdose for what | care. It wouldn't be the first fucking time. | 
obviously interrupted,” she hisses. 


If | said that just didn't hurt, I'd be lying. ‘Cause to hear that from her, was like someone stabbed with a huge 
knife and spilled my guts out. | fucked up big this time. And yeah, | felt terrible. And | wanted to take it back, 
but what was the point in looking back, in thinking of what could have been if | said something different? | said 
what | said, and there it was- the fucked up situation where | brought up the only thing that could hurt her. | 
was aiming for the heart and | didn't miss. | hit the target. Bull's fucking eye. And now, since she probably 
wasn't going to talk to me for some time, | decided to lie back down, close my eyes and just think of something 


else. | knew her all too well- she just needed some time to chill out. That is, if she was planning on chilling out. 


And so we lied on the huge king-sized bed, me on my side of the mattress, smoking a cigarette and staring at 
the ceiling, glancing at Roxanne from time to time, but mostly minding my own business and Rox, lying on her 
hip, her hands under the pillow, staring at the blank cream colored wall, with a deep frown on her face, her lips 
pressed tightly together, her eyes filled with tears. We lied there in silence, with me waiting, and her still 
staring blankly at the wall, hating me with all her heart and reason, wanting to kick my ass for saying what | 
said. 


And | guess, because of her stubbornness and my patience, that we could have lied there in silence for hours 
and hours, if | suddenly didn't start feeling terribly sick and was forced to, once more, run to the bathroom 


and puke my fucking guts out. How fucking typical.. 


Two of a kind 
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His words still echoed in my mind, stabbing me like a thousand knives all over my body. 


| couldn't believe it.OF all people, that he would say such a thing to me. And he knew. He knew how deeply 
fucked up | was. And he made it sound as if he was comparing us. As if the reason why he was and still is a 
drug addict was the same reason why | was; as if we were equal fuck ups which was.. so untrue. Yeah, you 
could say | was in shock, no, more than that; | felt betrayed.. and disappointed and sad. And everything that 
we've been through together, every word we spoke to one another and every moment | spent with him | felt 


was gone; like it never even happened. 


| heard him sigh and then he suddenly jumped off the bed and ran in the bathroom. According to the sounds 
coming from the bathroom he was throwing up again. | frowned in disgust and continued staring at the wall. 
Then | could hear him flush the toilet and after that he began brushing his teeth with the hotel toothbrush 
he got along with the stupid shampoos and shower gels. After he was done he came back in the bedroom. | 
glanced over my shoulder and saw him kick a pair of thongs under the bed. | rolled my eyes and looked away. 


He got on the bed and turned on his back, breathing heavily. 


| quietly turned my head so he wouldn't notice because | knew that he wasn't looking at me. He was too proud 
to stare at me with a look of guilt on his face. | knew him all too well. Besides, he WAS a guy. But still till now | 
thought he was different. When a friend would cry on my shoulder, saying how all men are pigs I'd just shake 
my head and think to myself; no, not all men. But now, | wasn't so sure anymore. | always laughed at the girls 
who thought that all guys were the same just because one of them hurt them. Why judge all men just 
because of one asshole? And now here | was, convinced that | had seen it all. That | was the smartest fucking 
person on the whole planet, that | knew everything and now someone who | thought | knew the most besides 


myself, did something | never would have guessed he would do. 


He was staring at the ceiling, with a deep frown on his face as if he was thinking about something. He had that 
distant look on his face, a look that | had seen many times before; the same look he had when he was high or 
the same look he had when he was getting inspiration for a song, a solo, or a riff. The same look he had when 
he was trying to remember where he left his lighter. The same look he had when he was deciding whether to 
order a double Jack or a Jack-Coke. Yeah, | had seen that look for countless times, and | always smiled at him 
when he did it because he looked so fucking cute; his lips slightly parted, his right eyebrow raised, his 
chocolaty eyes focused on one spot with an expression of deep concentration. But now, | didn't really feel like 


smiling for a long time, especially not at him. Fucking dickhead. 


| stared at him a bit longer than | had planned, because he caught my gaze before | could turn my head back 


away. Our eyes stayed locked for a while, probably just a couple of seconds, but to me it seemed like an 
eternity. If this was a normal fight, like when we were still a couple five years ago, | would have given in just 


by looking at those chocolaty eyes, torn my T-shirt off and thrown myself on him, but this was different. 


Number one; we weren't a couple anymore, two; he was married, three; he was an asshole so | wouldn't have 


done that anyway, four; | was in a really bad mood, and five; | felt more like kicking his ass than fucking him. 


So we continued to stare at each other, waiting for one of us to look away. Normally, | would have looked away 
first because | was really mad at him and therefore didn't really feel like having a staring contest with him 
but somehow, | found this situation quite amusing. But then again, | decided to look away first and did just that. 
Right before his face was replaced by the peach colored wall | noticed him rolling his eyes. | glanced at him and 
quickly looked away again, again noticing that he was still staring at me. What the fuck? 


| could see what the fuckhead was trying to do. He was trying to get on my nerves. Well, guess what asshole; 
mission accomplished. | rolled my eyes, still stubbornly staring at the wall, feeling his eyes locked on my back. | 
was waiting for him to look away, but NO, he still felt the need to stare at me. | coughed and showed him the 
finger from behind my back and he chuckled. The dickhead; he thought this was fucking funny. Well, it fucking 
wasn't funny fuckfacell | glanced at him and he was still looking at me. Steam started coming out of my ears. 


"Would you stop fucking staring at me fuckbag???ll" | hissed He shrugged and gave me an evil grin 


"What are you, a fucking masochist? Do you WANT me to kick your fucking ass? Quit the motherfucking 
stare!" | yelled at him. 


His eyes popped out and he started laughing. | stared at him, shocked. What the fuck was wrong with him? | 
was this close to crossing the point of no return, but decided not to explode. | decided to ignore him or should | 
say, | stared at him and waited for him to calm down When he did, | gave him the evil eye. 

"Do you think this is funny?" | hissed. He shook his head. 

"Then why the fuck are you laughing?" | yelled. He shrugged. 

"Because we're both acting like idiots," he said. My jaw dropped out. 


"What?! You're the retard here Slash!" 


"No, Roxanne we both are. Look at us, look at yourself. You know | didn't mean it. You're just playing hurt to 
make me feel guilty." 


"And please enlighten me; why the fuck would | want to make you feel guilty? What's in it for me?" 


"You just don't want to admit it to yourself Rox; we're two of a kind. We're the same. We were both on drugs, 
but the only difference is, that you made it and I'm still stuck in this fucking load of crap. So you might as well 


just fucking face it," he said. 

"Do you think that you're better than me Rox?" he continued. | looked down and then back at him again 

"As a matter o fact | do," | hissed. 

"And why?" 

"Well, to start; l'm not so self-absorbed, when l'm with someone; | don't fool around, l'm not a sex, drugs and 
alcohol addict, l'm not an asshole and l'm not pretending to be this really cool and always high poser who's 


really deep inside a scared to shit pussy," | yelled. He seemed a bit taken by what | said but responded 


nevertheless. 


"You might be surprised with how much we have in common You're pretending to be a fucking nun and you 
were on rehab at the age of ID. When | was I5 | barely even started smoking," he said, smiling again. 


"Who the fuck do you think you are to fucking judge me? | admit, | was a fucked up teen and why? Because | 
watched my mom lose all her hair and get weaker and weaker every fucking day. Because my dad took off 
when | was | and my mom was the only secure thing in my life! And when | lost that, the only safe thing to 


lean on, | fell on the fucking floor. And you? You thought that you were gonna be so freaking cool with a joint 


in your mouth!" 


"You know what? I'm not even gonna respond to this. This is fucking insane. We're two adults and we're acting 


like fucking kids!" 

"Look, if you can't take it then you shouldn't have fucking started it in the first place!" 

"What?ell | didn't fucking start it! You didl" 

"Oh please! You said it!" 

"But | didn't mean it. | mean, | didn't want it to sound the way it did" 

‘Nevertheless, at that moment when you said it, you totally meant it! | could see it in your eyes; | could hear 
it in your voice. You fucking meant it! And thats what hit me the most. And not a thousand apologizes, no 
matter how sincere they are could erase that one moment, that one second when you meant what you said" 
"Then what the fuck am | supposed to do? How will | make your Excellency feel better?" 

"Fuck you Saul. You don't even care that you said that. You don't even care about me. You just needed 


somebody to take out your misery on. And you knew that good ol Roxie, the stupid naive moron would come 


running to you like a fucking puppy carrying the newspaper!" 


"How can you say that?" 


"How can | not say it? The truth is Saul, that when you said what you said to me, at that very moment you 
made us equal. | could feel the bitterness and the loathing in voice. You fucking hated me then because you 
hate yourself. You disgust yourself. But still you give up every time. And every time you shoot in, you pray to 
God that this time itll be the Golden Shot. You pray to God that you pass out and never wake up again But 


the reason why you started doing it and the reason why | did..You can't fucking compare it!" 

"Playing smart again, huh? Well, you don't know the first fucking thing about me Rox! You think that everyone 
around you is so fucking transparent and that you can see into everybody's soul?! Well, no Rox. You don't know 
the first thing about anyone. Not even about yourself. And that's the reason why you started doing coke Rox! 
Because you couldn't handle yourself.” 

"| started doing it because of my mom! And my dadl! And even youl!" | scream, and feel a lump in my throat. 
"That was just an excuse. You couldn't handle yourself. You thought it was your fucking fault!" 

"Well, it was!!" | scream, feeling tears in my eyes. 

"No it wasn't Rox, for God's sake. You couldn't stop it!" 

"The doctors gave her four months tops. And she fought for over a year. And | didn't do anything to make it 
easier. | started taking pills just to stay awake in case she suddenly got sick and had to go to hospital," | say, 
already crying. Slash closed his eyes and opened them again. | could see it in his eyes that he felt like punching 
himself in the face. 

"And the coke came after she died. Because | couldn't handle it. And yeah, | did overdose in school and ended up 
in hospital and was clinically dead for four fucking minutes. And then, at age fifteen and a half | went to fucking 
rehab and moved to Los Angeles. And you...” 

My voice breaks. | start sobbing as tears uncontrollably run down my cheeks. 

"You got me out. You made me feel like | had something to lean on again. And that's why | keep trying to get 
you off drugs. Because you have so many people to lean on. You can fucking make it," | say and look at him. He 
looks away and takes a deep breath. 


"Rox..." he whispers and puts his arms around me. 


"Don't," | say, pressing my face on his bare chest, feeling his strong hands going under my shirt and up and 


down my back. 


‘Its bitter-sweet," he whispered and kissed my forehead. | nodded. 


We sat there on the bed for a while till Slash looked at his left wrist and cursed. 
"That fucking bitch stole my watch. What time is it?" Slash asked me, stretching himself. 


‘Its almost 6," | said, still looking down at my watch. Slash got off the bed and walked towards the windows, 
moving the curtains away. The Los Angeles sun hit me hard with its brightness and | yawned and covered my 


eyes to keep the light away. 


Slash let out a heavy sigh, parading around the room in his navy blue baggy boxers, and eventually sat back on 
the bed next to me. He winked at me and lied on his back, with his hands resting under his head and closed his 
eyes. | yawned again and covered my entire body along with my head with the blanket, refusing to let the sun 
spoil my sleep. 


